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The Tragedy of Othello the <t%f oore 

of Venice. 

Enter lago zndRodertgo. 

Vfhj Ncucr tell me, I take it much vnkiodly 
That thou who haft had my porfe* 

As ifehe firings were thine , fliould’ft know of this, 
fag. But you’Ie not heare me, 

If euer I did dreamc of fuch a matter , abhorre me. 

Rod. Thou coloft me, thou didft hold him in thy bate, 

Jag. Defpife me if I doe not : three great ones of the Citty 
In perfonall fuite to make me his Lieutenant, 

• Oft capt tohitn.andby the fairhof man, 

I know my price, I am worth no worfe a place* 

But he, as louing his owne pride and purpofes, 

Euades them, wicha bumbait cireumflance 
Horribly ftuft with Epithites of warre s * 

Non-fuits my Mediators : for certes, ( fayes he ) 
lhaue already chofe my Officer, and what was he ? 

Forfooth.a great Arithmetitian , 

One Michael Cafsio, a Florentine, 

A fellow almoft dambd in a fai'rc wife 
That neuer fee a fquadto i in the field , 5 
Nor tbediuifionofa Battell knowes, 

More then a Spiufter,vniefre the bookiffi Theorique 
wherin the tongued COnfuls can propofe *' 

As mafterly as he : mcere prattle without pra£h'fe 
Isall his Souldicr- ffiip : but he fir had the e!e& ion 
: Ano r, of whom his eyes had feene the proof * 

At Rhodes,^ Ctpref^nd on other grounds, 

^b^fln’d and H eathen, mufl be be-leed and*calm\L 
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